4 . s time before his
pe’ émﬁm posthumos fame
jU S er than that le enfoved
& “nnt over, with his literary
L ny short stories that had
e A n and selected the 8lx-
T' flaved 1o ba his best
. sixtenn stories, on which
i ericon aster

pontant to rest

of the short

his permu-
I Ll be putllshed In - The
B inaing \oday, under the gen-
iy "0 nﬁ‘anr\-'s Mastarpiaces.
5% ret of 0. FHenry's short
‘her have naver hofors had news-
‘sgMioation.
v smeales for ltself The
I mlrdﬂ?;rhmls anil Sehn v
g stralght-mut

; . Y mote, and if |is

eﬂmr} BVer wrole, Pl
. g0 rize ¥oul ok ot ¥our
oo m miss our

| cEposuTe th=n we

—

 Third Ingredient

(sa-ealled) Vallambroza
ment Houss iz not =n
pent hoves. 1t iz compased
two old-fashioned, brown-
‘residences welded 1nto one
fidor of one side is gay
wmaps and head gear of =
g other s Ingubrious with
promises and grisly dis-
plezs denfist. You may
m there for £2 3 week or you
pbue for £20. Among the
g@a's roomers are stevograph-
jelane, brokers, shop pirls,
p wrilors, art students, wire-
84 othér penple who lean far
er rail whep tha door

" shall have to do with
ke Vallambrosians—though
disresprct to the others.
one alternoon Hatty
gme back {0 her third-floor
om i1 the Vallambrosa
and ¢hin more sharply
B usual. Ty be discharged
Hment store whore vou
Y itg four vears, and with
Wtk in vour nurse, docs have
By b0 milia your features ap-
iy chisaled,
Wlor listty's thumb-nail
®hilo she climbs the two

4l fnto the Bippest Store
g four vears before with
wher girls, applying for «
thr  waist  department
& The phalasx of wagecarners
W bewildering seene of beauty,
BE total mass of blond halr suf.
1 Bava fustified (he harseback
Rala bundred Tady Godivas,
by, cool-eyed, impersonnl
od man whosa task it
S 8nge six of the contestants,
e of 3 fooling of suffocation
RS ey drowning {n & sea of
i while white elonds, hand-
flonted whout him, And
Wil Bove {n sight. Hetty Pepper,
'_IMnlncc, with =mall, con.
e grean eves and chocolate-
S ule dremed in a wolt of plain
bl g fommon-kense hat, stood
Wilh avery one of her
& " Yeam of life unmistakably

@' ghouted the bald-
R “R man, nnd was saved.
NG lhnh‘r Hetty came to be em-
B 8 Biggest Store. The story
-i-li.h an elght-dollar-a-week
8¢ combined stories of Her
e of Are, Una, Job avd Lit-
. 8 Hood. Yon shall not
> W the salary {hat was prid

B There is a senti-
_hmt sieh things, and I
& ﬂiﬁrgum stora proprietors

fsenpa of my tenement

¥ "';Id!rnumlte hombs into my
doir, :

of H’a‘tt_\"s dischargs from

18 1% xp nearly a repoti-

mgngement gs to he

Y
’ Ttmeul of the stora thare
e omnipresent and o
; 4 :-ll‘r‘_l'mg alwnys o mile-
| 'H"bu”d P.e-:iclin, and re-
g A ¥or.”' Thoe destinles
et :: flymrtmum wha live

. vietual staTisties) eo

iy llrn; 1 Lis hands,

.' UFer wix a canahle
“T:NML Young, thld:
he walkeq along the

: a.:‘ﬂmm“ he geemed to

i Cloudm of frangipann,

. % machine-smbraid-

:;“ﬂ him. Too munvy

Ut He looknd npon

! b hhnmely countenance,

. ‘“: 9tolate-colored hnir

; &ﬂty of green in g desert

8 A Dhl‘eh B a quiet angle of

o td her arm kindly,

U0 her albow, She

E :t sw]a_v with one
Al “usenlar and na

3 whitg right. So, now _vm';

- SEPPET cuma (o leave

b
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the Biggest Store at thirty minutes’ no.
tiee, with one dime and n niekel in he:
purse,

This morming’s quotations list Lhe
price of rib beef &t 6 cents per (buteh-
er's) pound. But on the day that Hetty
was ‘‘relessed’’ by the B. 8. the price
was 734 cents, That faict is what makes
this story possible. Otherwize, the ex-
tra 4 cents would have—

But the plot of nearlv all the good
stories in the world Is ¢oncerned with
shorts who svere unable to cover, so you
can find no fault with this ane

Hetty mounted with her rib beef to
her £3.50 third-flaor back, 0Ona hot,
savory beef stew for supper, a night ‘s
good sleep, and ehe would be fit in the
mnorning to apply again for tha tas=ks
of Hereuleg, Joan of Are, Una, Job, and
Little Red Riding Hood.

In her room she got the graniteware
stew pan out of the 2x4-foot chinz—er
—1I mean earthenware closet, and bagan
to dig down In a rats' mest of paper
bags for the potatoes and onions,
rame out with her nose and chin just a
littla sharpsr pointed.

There was nelther s potate nor an
onion. Now, what kind of & beaf stow
can you make out of simply beef! You
can make orster soup withont ovsters
turtle soup withont turtles, coffea cake
without soffee, but you can’t make beef
tlew without potatoes and onions.

But rib beef alome, in an emergener
can make an ordinary pines dnor look
like a wrought iron gambling house por-
tal to the wolf. With ealt and pepper
and & tablespoonful of flour (first wall
stirred in & little oold water) ‘twill
serve—‘tis not #o0 deep 25 B lobster a 1a
Newburg nor sn wide as a chnroh fes
tival donghnnt; but 'twill gerva.

Hatty took har stew pan to tha rear
of tha third floor bhall. Aecording tn
the adverticaments of the Vallambross
thera was running water to be found
thers. Betwesn me and wvon and the
waler meter, it only ambled or walked
through the faucets; but technicalities
hevs po place hers, Thers was alsn 2
ginl whera hoosskeeping roomars often
met to dump thelr eoffes grounds and
glare at one annther’s kimonos.

At Lhis sink Hetty found & girl with
heavy, gold-brown, artistle hair and
plaintif  eyes, wnshing two large
‘‘Irish’' potatoss. Hetty knew the
Vallambrosa as well as any ona not
owning  ‘‘donble ‘hextra-magmifyiog
eves”’ conld eompass its mysteries, Tha
kimonos wera har encyeclopedia, her
“Who's What?'" her clearing-hauea of
news, of goers and comers. From a2
rose-pink kimone sdged with Wile green
the had learned that the girl with the
rotatnes was a miniature paloter lving
in o kind of attic—or ‘‘stodin,”’ as
they prefer to call it—om ths top floor.
Hetty was not cartain in her mind what
@ miniature was; but it ocertainly was
not a honge; becauss house printers, &l
though they waear eplashy overalls and
poke ladders in your face on the street,
#ré known to indulge in B riotous pro-
fusion of food at home.

The potato girl was quite slim and
«mall, and handled her potatoes Bs an
olil bachelor uncle handles a haby who
1= entting teeth, Sha had a dull shoe-
maker’s knife in her right hand, and

she hud begun to peel ous of the po-
tntoes with if, i

_Metty addressed her In the punctil-
liously formal tone of one whe intends
to ba chesrfully familiar with vou in
the second round.

““Beg pardon,’' she =ald, “'for hut
ting inte what’s not mv business, but
1 you peel them potatves you lose out.
They're new Boermudas. You want to
serape ‘em.  Lemmea show you.'’

She took a potato and the knife, and
began to demonstrate.

““Oh, thank vou,”" breathed the
artist, “'I didn't know. And I did
hats to see the thiek pealin A5
seemed sueh a wasle. Bat lﬁzught.
they alwnys had to be peeled. When
von've got only potatoes to eat, the
peclings c'mmtr you knove. '’

“‘Say, lnd,’’ ssid Hetty, staying her
knife, *"you ain't up against it, too,
are yout''

The mininture artist emiled starved-

She

Iy

‘T suppose I am. Arvt—or, at least,
the way I interpret it—doesn’'t seem
to be much in domand. T have only
(hesa potatoes for my dinner. But
they mren’t so bsd hboiled avd hot,
with a little butter and salt.

“Child,” said HNE'!Y' lotting a brief
smile soften her rigid features, ‘‘fatn
has sent von and me together, [’'ve
had it hended to mo in the neck, too;
but I'va got & chunk of meat in_my
room as big as a lap-dog. And T've
done evervthing to get potatoes ox-
capt pray for ‘em. Let's me and you
bunch our eommissary departments and
make n stew of 'em. We’'ll cook it in
my room. If we only bad an opion to
go in it1 Say, kid, vou haven’t got 8
coupla of pennies that've slipped down
into the lining of wour Jast wintor's
sealskin, huve you? T could step down
to the corner and get one at old
Giuseppe’s stand, A stew withont an
onlon is worse’n a matinee without
candy.*’ N

“Yon may enll me Cecilia,”’ sald the
artist. ‘*No; T spent my last peony
three days ngo.

““Then we'll have to cut the onlon
out instead of slleing it in,'' gaid
Hetty, /1’4 ask the janitress for one,
hut T don’t want 'em hep just wyet to
the fact T"m pounding the asphalt for
another job, %ut T wish wa did have
un onion.'’

Tn the shop girl’s room the two be-
gan to preparo their supper. Coeilin's
part was to =it on the eouch helplessiy
and beg to be allowed to do momething,
in the voiee of a eooing ring.dove.
Hetty prepared the rib heaf, putting it
in eold sulted water in the stew pan
the one-burmer pgas

and selting it on
stave, 2 e -
LT swish we had an onion, snid

Hotty, as she seraped the two potatoes,

Oun the wall opposits the couch was
pinned a flaming, gorgeons advertising
picturs of one of tha new ferry boats

F

1o eat. 1 think ald Jack 1 praity
up for grub In his shack too.
to give wup the onlon, but 1
into _parting with L™

heard
He hated
worrled him

in whoulder, saw whom
D & to, aml heard hin words
lvisell In fro e window-siil

L 1L

on the stairs?

bean built to sut down the tima he-
tween Los Angeles and Naw York city
one-eighth of & minute

Hetty, turning her head during her

continuous monologne, saw tears run
ning from her pguest’s eyes as she

riiad on the ideahzned presentment ol
the h{\"f.'-‘l'lnj:. foam-girdled transport,
CWhy, say, Cecilin, kid,"" said

Hotbty, poising her knife, *‘is it as bad

art ny that? T nain't a erntic; but 1
thought it kind of brightened up the
room. Of course, n_manicurs painter
apuld tell it was a bum pieture in a
minute. 11 take it down if you say

I wish to the haoly Baint Potluck
'

s0.
we had an onion.’ .
But the miniature miniglura painter
had tombled down, sabhing wilh her
noge indenting the hard-woven drapery
of the ecouch. Something was T
deeper than the artistie temperament
offended at crude lithography

Hetty knew. &8lhe bud necepted her
rola long ago. Iow scant the worde
with whiel we try to describo n single
quality of a human being! When we
reuch the abstract wa are lost.  The
nenrer to nature that the babhling of
our lips comes, the bettor do we undor
stand. Figuratively (let us say), some
peopls are Bosoms, some_ore Hands,
soma are Heads, some ara Muscles, somo
are Feel, some are Backs for burdens.
Helty was a Shoulder. Her: was a
sharp, sinewy ghoulder; but sll her life
people had lnid their hends upon it
metaphorieally or actually, and had left
there a1l or half their troubles. Look-
ing at Life anatomieally, which iz as
good & way as any, she was preordained
to ba a Shoulder, There were few Lruer
aollnr bones anvwhere than hers,
Hetly was only 33, and she had not
vel outlived the little pain that visited
or whenever the head of ¥youth and
besuty leaned upon her for consolation.
But ome glanee in her mirror always
cerved as an instantanoous pain killer
S0 she guve ono pale look into the
erinkly old looking glass on the wall
above the pns stove, turned down the
flame a litt;ie lower from the bubbling
heef and potntoss, went over to the
ecouch and lifted Ceeilin's head to its

confossional .
““Go on ond tell me, homey,'' she
said. *‘1 know now that it ain’t art

that’s worrying you. You met him on
a ferry boat, didn't you?! UGo on, Ce
eilia, kid, and tell your—your Aunt
Hetty about it.”’
But vouth and melancholy must first
spend the surplus of sighs and tears
that waft and float the barque of ro-
mance to its harbor in the deleetable
ialea. Prosently, through the stingy ten-
dons that formed the bars of (Lo con-
fessional, the penitent—or was it the
glorified communpicant of the sacred
flamef—told ber story wilthout art or
illum{nation.
Tt was only three days ago, [ was
soming back on the ferry from Jersey
Citv. Old My, Schrum, an_art dealer,
told me of & rich man in Newark who
wanted a mininture of his daughter
painted, I went to see him and showad
liimi some of mv work. When I told him
the prica would be £50 he laughed st
me like w hyena, He said an enlarged
erayon twenty times the size would eost
him only &8

1 had just enough money 1o by my
ferry ticket buek to New York, I felt
ag if 1 didn’t want to live another day.
1 must have Tooked ns T felt, for T saw
him on tha row of seals opposile me,
looking at me as if ho understocd. e

of the P. U. F. F. railroad that had ]

“Beg your pardon, but did you find that onion

wne nice looking, butb oh, above overy
thing else, he looked Jind
tired or unhappy or hopeless, kindness
counts mare than anything else
“Wheon I got so miserable that 1
eouldn 't fight aguinst it any longer, I
got up and walked slowly out of Lhe

When one is

one was there, and | slipped quickly
over the rail and dropped into the wa-
ter. Oh, friend Hetty, it was esld,
cold!

““For just ome moment | wished 1
was baek in the old  Vallwmmwhbrosa,
starving and hoping.  And thon [ got
numb, und dido’t care. And then |
felt that somebody elso was in the
waler elose by e, holding me up. e
had followed me, and Jumped Lo
Ve me,

HBomebody throw a thing like a hie,

in

whito doughnut at ns, and he mude
me put my arms through the hole
Then the ferrv bont backed, and thev

pulled ua am board, Oh, Hetty, T was
s0 ushamed ol my wickedness in trying
to drown mysalf; and, besides, my hair
had all tumbled down and was sopping
wib, and T way sneh n sight.

fOAnd then sodme men in llue elothes
came fround; wud he gave them his
ciard, and 1 heard him tell them ho had
seen me drop my porse on the edge of
the bost outside the rail, and in lean-
g over to get it I hagd fzllen over-
board. And then | rememhbered having
read in the papers that people who try
to kill themselves are locked up in
cells with people who try to kill ather
people, nod I was afraid.

“*But some Indies on the bhoat {aok
ma downstairs to the furnneo room and
got me nearly dry and did up my hair
\When the hont Innded he came and put
me in @ ¢ab. Ha was all dripping hiim-
self, but laughed as if he thought it
was 4ll a joke. Ife bogged me, but 1
wouldn’t tell him ¥ wame nor where
I lived, T was so ashamed,*'

“¥You wera n fool, ehild.”" snid
Hetty, kindlv. ““Wait ti1} T turn the
light up & bit, I wish to heaven we
had nn anion '’

“*“Then he raised his hat,"® went on
(Cecilin, ““and e=sid: ‘Verv wall. But
I’ find wvou, anvhow. 1'm going to
clalm my vights of salvage.” Then ho

gave money to the eab driver and told
bim to take me swhere T wanted to go,
mnd wallked away. What is ‘salvame, '
Hettv?'? i
“U1he edge of 1 piece of pooids that
ain’t hemmed,'" said the shop girl.
‘You must hava looked pretty wall
frazzled out Lo the little hero hoy.*!
“WIt's been three days,’' moanad the

mimature painter. *‘and he linsn't
found me wet,’”

“‘ Pxtend the time,"” said  Hetty,
‘“This is a big town. Think of how

many girls he might have to sea sonkod
in water with her hair down before he
would recognize you, The stew's get-
ting on fins—but oh, for an onion! 1'd
even use a piede of garlis if 1 had it

Tha beef nnd potatoss bubhled mer-
rily, exhaling n mouth.watering savor
that vet lacled somothing, leaving a
hunger on the palate, n haunting, wist-
ful desire for gome lost and needful in.
gredient.

T eame near* drowning in that aw-
ful river,”” =aid Cecilin, shvddering.

LTt ought to have more water in
it,'' snil) Hetty; “‘the stew, T mean
I'N go get some &t the sink.™"

YTt smoells good, ™" said the artist.

“irrhal nnsty old North rFiver?' oh.
jectnd HMettv. *“Tt smells to me like
soap factories and wol Motter dogs—
obh, you mean the stew. Well, T wish

renr door of the ferry boul eabin, Naj

Man.” sald Hetty, fixing Wm with Yer |as wr slamding oy him.
world-saplent eves, und laying a bons Hetty's eves hored into him llke two
l_aut 'lmpressh'-; finger on Lis  sliave, | stesl gimlets,

'}'!)Ll_\"" known trouble, 1006, haven't Don't lie 1o me,” she sald, calmly.
yon? - “Whnt weres you golng 1o do with that

Lots." sald the onlon owner, prumpt- |onion®
lv. *But this onlon 2 my awn properts The young mat suppresesed g cough
honestly como hy Tt wou will excuse |and faced her resolutely His manner
me, T must be golng.” Waz that of one who had been bearded

“Listan sald Hetty, paling s litt)e if fheienils
with anxiety "Raw onfon = 2 mightv “I wins going to ent it said he, with
|poor diet. And mo Ix a beef-stew with- [amplintle Siowness, as | told you
oul ane. Now, If you're Jack Bevens's|! P

friend, T gubsn vou're nearly right. There s
lHttla lady—a friend of mine—in  my
room there at the end of the hall, Both
of us are out of luck; and we had

wf work do you do®*

potatoss and meat helwedn us, working anyihing Just
sfowing now. But it min't ot an now

Thern's something lacking to it re's “Then why,” sald Heaty, with her
certaln thinga in life that are nnturally |Voloe set on |1s sharpest edge. *do you
intended to fit and Lelong © ther, One tlean i of windows and give ordera

ia pink chésss-cloth and greesn roses, and aurs In  green automobjles In

one i= ham and eges, and one (s Trixh trect helow?™

and trouble, And the other one |58 beef ing man fNushed, and his Qull

&nd potatoes with onions. And stlll an- Lo sparkle

other one {8 people who are up asains =ald he. in  ac-

it and other peaple In the =ma fix,”’ < ray the chauffeur's
The youpg man went into o protracted | Wass and oWt ine nutomobile—and

paraxylsm of coughing. With one lnpd|also this onton o madam.*

he hugged his onlon to his boson Hao  fNour d lon, within an
“No doubt, no doubl'” eald e at|inch of Het shop lady did

length. “But, as T sald, | must ba going, | NOL relreat readth

because—'"  Heatly clutched his  slesve “Th wiy do you eat onions,”” =sha

firmiy. sald, w biting contempt, “and noth-
“Dan't be a Dago, Little Brothar, Don't | 10g else?”

pat raw anlons.  Chip it I tewarl the Y1 never mald T 414" vetorted the

Ainner and line vourself inside with the|Young man. heatedly ‘1 sald had

best slew vou ever lieked a spoon over | ROLhIng else to sat where 1 lhiw I am

Must two ladies knock a wyoung gentie.|Not o delicatesson storekespsr

man down and drag him inslde for thel “The pursuad Hetty, inflexi-

honor of dining with ‘em? Neo larm | DiY. vou Rolng (o eat a raw

shall bhefall you, Little Brother. Loasen|!

up and fall Into Nlne " My mother,” sald the voung man,
The young man's pale faecs relaxed inta vays made me enl ona for a cald

a grin 8 my rafer z to a phynlcal in-
“Belleve Tl go you* ke sald, brighi- T bur you v have noticed that

sning. *'1f my onlon l= gond nx a croe- |1 liave & very, very savers cold 1 was

dantial, I'll sccept the Invilation gladiy.' | &0ing to eat the onlon and go to bed.

“It*e good am that but hetler as sea- || wonder why | am =tanding here and

soning.” =ald Hetty “Tou coame and Mg 1o you for I1.*

stand outslde tha door till T ask iy did yon cateh this cold?™ want

ludy friend 1f =he has any ohjections. suspleinnely,

And don’t run away with that lstter of 1€ man Esemed te have ar-

recommendntion hefora 1 coma out.’’ rivad ot same extreme helght of fenl-
Hetty went into the roaom and cloased | InE There wern twn  moles of de-

the door. The young man walted out-| % <¢ent opon him—a burst of rage or

Eldn A sutrresiier to the ridiatlous =
“Canllia, kld." s=aid the shop girl, oll- | those wissly, npnd the smpts hall echood

Ing tha sharp saw of her volea as well | his hoarse laughtar

as she coljld, "there’®s an opnlon outside ‘You're a dandy =aid he And

H
eareful. 1 don't
1 was on a

With n young man nttached,
him In te dinner
ara you?'

“Oh, dear!™ zald Cecllla,
and patting her artigtie hair

've axkad

't blame you for balng
You ain't zolng to kick, L5

r!'_'-lnrr telling o,
North river ferry & agn when n
girl Jumped. o M courss,

Hatty axiended her hand, Inlerrupting

»

Tt

sitting vp
She  rast

& mournful glance at the ferry-boal pos- | his siory
ter on the wall "Glive mie the onfon,"” she sald
NI Eald Hotty s ( aln't him Tha voung man sot hls jaw a trifla
You'ra up against real Nfa naw, T be- | harder,
lleve ¥ou sald your hern  friend had| 'Glve ma the onlon,” she rapealsd

monay and nutorobllss, Tie grinned and lald 1t in her hand
skeezicks that's got

an onlon

This ix a poar
nothing o eat hut
But he's easy spoken and not

Then

Hetty's Infrequent, grim. melan-
choly

smile showed t=el?. She took ths

a freshy., T Imagine hie's bean a gantle. | Younz man's arm and pointed with har
man, he's 80 low down now And wa | other hand ta the dovir of her room
need the onlon. Shall T bring him in? "Littla Brotlier,” whin sald, "gza in thara
I'll guarantes hia behavior.' The little fool your flshed out of the river
“Hetty, doar,” sighed Ceclila, *Tm po|l2 there walting for yan. Go oon In. 'l
hungry. What differencs doss it maks | Zive you threes minutes hafors T ecome
whether he's n prince or a burglar? [ | FPolatoss is In there, waitlpng. Go an in
don't care. Bring him in If he's gol any- | Pnlons,
thing to eat with him." | Aftary he lad tappod at the door and
Hetty went back Inte the hnll The | entefed, Hetty © n to pee!l and wash
onlon nan was gone.  Har heart milssed | 1he onlon ar the sink. = e A Eray
m beat, and a gray look settled over her | 100k at the gray meofs outs and the

faca except on her nose and cheekhones | £mile on her face vanishesd by itle jorks

And then Llia tides of ifa flowed In again, |0nd twitches. _
for eha aaw him leaning out of i{he front “But it'2 u shee gaid. grimly, to her-
window at the other end of (e hall Ehe | #elf, s us that furpizhes the Boaf

hurried thore. 11a wna shouting ta some

one helow. Tha nolte of the streot aver- (Copyright, 1M, by Harper & Bros.)

Why Women Have Nerves

The “blues”—anxietv—sleeplessness—and wamnings of pain and dis-

had an oosion for it. Did hs look

like he had money?'’ ‘

“Tirst, he looked kind, "' said Ceoilia.
“11'm sure he was rieh: but that mat- |
fors little. When he drew out his |
bill folder to pay the ecanbman you
eouldn 't help secing hundreds and thou- |
wands af dollars in it. And I looked |
over the cab doors and saw him leave |
the ferry station in a motor éar, and |

we

(i)

put on, for he was sopping wet And
it was only three davs ago."’

“‘What & fool!*' said Hetty, shortly

"“"Oh, the ehanfeur wasn't  wet,''
hreathed Ceecilin. **And he drove the |
¢Ar Away very nicely.'’

“1 menn you,'' said Hetty.
not giving kim vour address '’

“T never give my address to chaef-
fours,"’ sald Ceeilia, hanghtily.

“‘T wish we had one,’” said Hetty,
disconsolately.

“YWhat for?'”

“ e tha stew, of courge—oh, T mean
an onign.”’

Hetty toolk a pitcher and started to
thia sinl at the ond af the hall

A young man came down the stairs
from ahove just us she was opposite the
lower step. He wns decontly dressed,
Wit pale and haggard. His eyes were
dull with the stress of some burden of
phyeical or mental wos. In his hand he
hore an onion—a pink, smooth, solid,
shinicg onlon &s Iargo around as & 08
cent alnrm cloclk,

Hetty stopped. So 4ld the youn
min, There was something Joan o
Are-ish, Herculean, and Una-dsh in the
look awd pose of the shop lady—she
had enst off the roles of Job and Little
Red Riding Hood. The wvoung man
stopped at the foot of the stairs and
eoughed distractedly. He felt marooned,
held up, attacked, assailed, lavied upon,
snoked, nssessed, panhandled, browbeat-
en, though he knew not why, Il was
the look in Hetty's ayes that did it.
To them he saw the Jolly Roger fly
to the masthead and an able seaman
with a dirk batween his teeth sourry
up the ratlines and nail it thera, But
ay vet he did pot know that the cargo
he ‘carried was the thipg that had
eansed him to be so nearly blown out
of the water without aven a parler.

““Heg wvour pardon,'’ said Hetty, as
sweetly as her dilute neetic acid tones
permitted, *hut did you find that onion
on the stairs? Thers was & hole in the
paper bog: and T've just come out to
laok for if."

ThHn voung man coughed for half a
minute The Interval may have glven
him the --u-.m:?u to defend his own prop.
arly Alsa, he elutolied hi=s  pungent
nrize grecdlly, and. with a show of spirit,

faced his grim waylayer.
“Ne," he =ald husklly, "1 d4ida't find
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the ehauffeur gave him his bhearekin 1o |

tress are sent by the nerves like flying messengers throughout body and
limbs. Such feelings may or may not be accompanied by backache or
headache or bearing down, The local disorders and inflammation, If there
is any, should be treated with Dr. Pierce's Lation Tablets. Then the
nervous system and the entire womanly make-up feels the tonic effect of

DR. PIERCE’'S

FAVORITE PRESCRIPTION

when taken systematically and for any period of time. It Is not a"cure-all,”
but has given uniform satisfaction for over forty years, being designed for
the single purpose of curing woman's peculiar ailments.

Sold in liquid form or tablets by
druggists—or send 50 one-cent
stamps for a box of Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Prescription Tablets.
Ad. Dr. R.V. Pierce, Buffalo, N.Y.
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ur Storage

in our Dry Cold Air Vaults on the
premises affords absolute protection
—improves the appearance of your Furs
—and lengthens their wearing qualities.
Moderate rates.

Remodeling and Repairing at a substan-
tial saving during the Summer.

HUDSON BAY,

It on the stales. Tt was given toa ma by
lack Bevens, an the top floor, ¥t syon
don't telleve 1t, ask him. T walt until |
vou dott !
“I itnow about Bevens,' mild Hatty,
sourly. Mo writes books and things up
there for ths papor-and-rags man. Wa
can hear the postman guy him all m'er}
the housa when he brings them thick
envelopes back. Bay—do you lve In the |

Vallumbrosa?''

“f do not.” mld the young man. *l
come. to mes Bevens somes timen. He's
my friend T live two hlooks west™

““What are you going to do with the
onten?—hbegeing your rnrdon." =ald Hetty.
T'm golng to eunt 1L
“Raw?”

“Yos: as soon as I got home.'

“Haven't vou got anything elsa to eat
with 11"

The voung man conkldared belefly,

“No," ha confexasd, “thire’s not an-

other socrap of anything In my diggings
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W. S. HENDERSON

WHOLESALE GROOCER.

Oorner Second South and Third West Sts.
Sait Lake City, Utah.

Prompt Shipments to All Parts of the Country. ;
High-Grade Groceries. Mail Orders Solicited.
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